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So worth it 


Author's Notes: 
The muses decided to let ZP and Rachel have a little bit of fun before | finish the next longer Skid Row fic 


which is somehow taking a lot more time than I've expected. 
| wish | had some "photographic inspiration" to go with this one, too. But it's only in my mind. © 


A million virtual kisses to BneJovi for her help! 


The small storage room at the far end of the club was almost pitch dark and the air was stale. Their 
heartbeats raced as their mouth collided to still their nearly unbearable hunger for each other's touch. ZP's 
hands roamed over Rachel's back who in turn clawed his calloused fingers into the skin of ZP's muscular 
shoulders. They knew they might get caught. There was no key in the door. And it was less than an hour until 


stage time. 


But after almost a week of having to pretend to be nothing but bandmates to the outside world they had 


become wanton and daring. 


Travelling in a tour bus might have a dozen practical advantages, but it was hell for two people who had just 


fallen madly in love. 

It had been so much easier in Europe where they could stay in hotels every night because of the short 
distances. Now they were touring the US and their alone-time was suddenly reduced to zero. No kissing, no 
cuddling, no holding hands, not even lustful glances, because they were always surrounded by people and 


sleeping in separate bunks in a bus with the rest of the band and crew. 


They stumbled through the near darkness of the tiny room until ZP apparently hit a table with the back of 
his legs and gasped into their kiss. With a thud something heavy dropped off the table to the floor. 


"Shit, we gotta be careful," ZP chuckled before sticking his tongue back into Rachel's mouth. Rachel pushed 
against ZP with his hips until the singer sat on the table and spread his legs for the bassist to stand between 
them. Instinctively they rubbed their crotches together, both groaning from the sensation that they'd had to 
do without for so long. 

"God, | missed touching you." 

Rachel slid his fingers under them hem of ZP's shirt, attempting to take it off of him. 

"Don't! | think it's better if we don't get completely undressed, just in case somebody comes in" 


"Oh, come on, Mary Sue.." 


"Rach, they'll be looking for us after a while. We should focus on the essentials." With that, he yanked down 


Rachel's pants and started massaging Rachel's hardening cock. 
"When the.. fuck have you.. opened my belt and pants?" Rachel asked between moans. 


"Magic." ZP snickered and continued stroking Rachel with one hand while using his other hand to pull down his 


own pants impatiently, freeing his erection with a sigh of relief. 
"I wish | could feel you inside me, Rachel. | just can't wait until we're staying at the hotel tomorrow." 
"Oh, you don't have to wait, baby." 


Rachel pulled away from ZP and fumbled for something in his pocket. Then he held up a small item which 
looked like a travel size shampoo bottle. But the content rather didn't look like shampoo. 


"What's that?" 


"| figured it would have looked a bit suspicious if | carried around a giant bottle of lube in my bag, wouldn't it?" 
"Pretty smart for a bassist." 
“Someone's in the mood for being naughty tonight, huh?" 


"If you like me naughty, I'll be naughty for you, Rachel." ZP traced his finger along the underside of Rachel's 
twitching cock. 


His reward was a low groan and an x-rated gaze. 
“Turn around." 


"I think | could come simply from hearing you say these two words, baby." ZP grinned and did as he was told. 

He braced himself on the table in front of him, arching his back and presenting his naked ass. Rachel admired 

his lover's backside for a moment and let the fact set in that they were about to put the ultimate rock'n'roll 
cliche into action: a backstage quickie before the show. Even in his most debauched years he hadn't done that, 
and the fear of getting caught only added to the excitement. 


ZP flipped his shiny raven black curls to the side and moaned in anticipation when he heard the sound of the 
lube being squeezed into Rachel's hand and he squirmed when he felt Rachel's slippery fingers between his butt 
cheeks, quickly yet carefully preparing his entrance. One finger slipped inside slowly, then a second. 


"Oh, Rach’, please.. come on." 


The tone of ZP's voice and the sight of his half-undressed body with his gorgeous backside in front of him in 
the sparse light sent Rachel into some kind of a parallel universe. A universe where there was only ZP and 


him, their love and lust, and nothing else. 
"Come onl" ZP wasn't sweet talking anymore, he was begging. He squirmed to get closer to Rachel. 


Somewhere deep inside of Rachel's mind a brake was released and his primal instincts took over the lead. He 
grabbed ZP's hips and entered him with one hard thrust. Maybe a little bit too fast, maybe a little bit to 
rough; but ZP's surprised gasp quickly turned into a appreciative moan. They celebrated this much-anticipated 
moment with a string of mumbled curses before starting a rhythm. He let ZP set the pace, let the younger 
man claim what he needed so urgently. God, how he relished ZP's lechery, his ability to let go completely and 


leave the world outside. 


If only the world stayed outside.. Rachel tried to listen if there were any noises down the hall, but the sound 
of skin pounding on skin and ZP's little content moans mixed with his own were all he could hear. Please don't 
come looking for us.. They had lost track of time completely. All that mattered now was reaching the top 
together. 


ZP pushed himself against Rachel in a fast rhythm, his legs obviously showing no sign of weakness, while 
Rachel's were starting to tremble. Fucking age difference.. 


With another loud noise a chair that had leaned against the table crashed to the floor, and ZP winced at first 
and then giggled. The way his muscles tensed in the course of this sent Rachel over the edge. He held on tight 
to ZP's hips to hold him still and savored the feeling of his hot load filling his lover's body. 


For a few moments they didn't move except the heaving of their chests, then Rachel slowly pulled out of ZP 
and gently indicated to him to turn around. Their lips meet in a sloppy kiss before Rachel dropped to his 
shaking knees and took ZP's rock hard leaking cock in his mouth. Not even three seconds passed until ZP came 
hard. It demanded a lot of self-control from him not to scream and his face turned red from the effort of 


staying silent. 


He pulled Rachel up and kissed him, tasting himself on Rachel's tongue. They enjoyed the afterglow of their 
orgasms for a while, but they also knew they couldn't stay away from the others much longer. 


Rachel rummaged around in his pocket and held up a packet of handkerchiefs. "Here, you can take these to 


clean yourself" 

"Always prepared, huh? Were you a boy scout as a kid or what?" 

"No, but | guess being in a rockband teaches you similar skills over the years." 

Both men chuckled as they tried to get rid of suspicious stains and got fully dressed again. 


Rachel pulled ZP close to him for a last lovestruck kiss before they had to get back to the band's dressing 


room. 
"That was fucking dangerous, do you know that?" 
"I know, baby. But it was so worth it!" 


ZP smiled at him with a sated gaze and flushed cheeks. "Freshly-fucked" was literally written all over their 
faces, and Rachel wondered if the other's would be able to tell. 


